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She - it was a woman this time - danced around a fire pit, a sparkling, head-to-toe, sheer veil over exotic, pixie- 
Ike features and wavy auburn hair. There was some kind of innocence about her, despite her two dozen years and 
foo much, too-brisht Ipstick. The performance was not for Nikki, she didn’t glance his way once. Hs lover, black- 
haired, fiery-tempered in the dream, just as riled up and affected by the performance as he and fumescent in his 
naked state, bore the willing beauty down to the immense, thick Persian rug inexplicably covering the floor and took 
her, from the first little shriek of pain to the last cry of pleasure. Like in earlier days, that high-haunched ass 
rolled in a hitching rhythm til the end when Mick threw his hair back, arching and snarling as he came. 


Nikki woke in the night, slightly disturbed but aroused by the erotic dream. His first semi-coherent thought 
was that he wished he was her. It had been too long since he'd been on the receiving end. It occurred to him, 
not for the first time, that he should have a mirror installed over their bed, just in case it should happen 
again. He needed to watch himself get ruined - on his back with his thick thighs spread wide, mouth open, 
gasping and moaning till he shot pearly white between them. Perhaps it was egomaniacal to want to stare deep 
into his own eyes mid-bang, the intense hunger and drive that filled every inch of his soul reflected back at 
him while he got filled in other ways. Watching Mick fuck him would be no hardship, either. Even with the 
shorter hair, skin and bones build, and a livid scar on his hip from surgery, it didn't fucking matter. It was 


Mick. Mick fucking Mars. Sometimes it still flummoxed Nikki that they were together in any form. 
(No, he wouldn't get the mirror. That was a little too Paul Stanley for him) 


They'd shared women on occasion back in the 80s. To his knowledge, they'd never broken in a virgin together, 
though Nikki had had more than his fair share. Nor had they been, themselves, when they'd met, at least 
when it came to women. It was so much easier when you came into an arrangement knowing what you liked 
and what you wanted. He'd had plenty of experience in the physical aspects of certain things, and he'd known he 
wanted Mick from day one when the man had showed up to the audition in his well broken-in leather pants, 
obviously commando below. It wasn't like Nikki had never seen a man in leathers before, oh no, and he had his 
own, stolen from a music store three towns over. But add to that the feral, guarded, long-haired look and how 
he could play - mean, low and crunchy one second, fingers flying the length of his Les Paul's neck with laser 
precision the next, bending the strings in screaming harmonics.. Nikki had almost literally creamed himself the 
first time Mick jammed a slide on his pinkie and stepped on his wah pedal in their midst. 


For months, it stayed purely platonic. Nikki managed to keep his hands and other body parts to himself out of 
fear of getting punched in the face followed by the loss of his guitarist. It was enough, it had to be enough. 
Mick had a sly, sometimes snide humor and different worldview than the three "teenagers" as he called them, 
even though Nikki was pushing 23. It was true that Vince had a kid, but it was somehow different to know Mick 
had three of them, had been married, actually made an effort to do the right thing in making child support 
payments. Honestly, Nikki could barely imagine himself in that situation. What counted as his parental relations 
were so fucked up, he never wanted any offspring of his own. When he told Mick about all that, the man 
sighed, a haunted look behind his eyes, but all he said was, "Better stock up on rubbers, kid That's a problem 


penicillin won't cure." 


They began to write together, or rather, Nikki for once allowed someone else to influence his words in any way. 
The music, well, Nikki could give him chords but it was always improved by about 300% after Mick 
interpreted the raw material. The tingles it sent down his spine over the revisions tended to coalesce between 
his legs, sometimes to the point where he couldn't stand up without embarrassing himself for a while. To Nikki, 
when that happened, the process was so personal it created a bond built on repressed admiration, even love, 
though he didn't dare go there other than in his mind. He couldn't explain it. Why would he be aroused by a 
guy, especially a weird little dude like Mick? But he was, with the organ between his ears as much as that 
between his legs. 


He got the feeling Mick knew exactly what was going on with him, but the man never said a word about it. 
They and their scene were vehemently, ferociously straight, all of them raised and socialized that way. The 
idea of touching another man's junk, much less putting a dick in his mouth, made Nikki faintly queasy. 


Who knew with Mick. He didn't tell dirty jokes though he'd laugh at them, never talked about whether he 
hooked up or not; he had a girlfriend and said kids or one wouldn't even know if he ever had sex. Assuming. 
He'd wear the same slutty high heels and leather and studs as the rest, but refused to bare more of his 
body than his arms. And suddenly Nikki was beyond curious about all that. Was he loud or quiet? What was his 
favorite position? How big was he (or not)? Did he go for any freaky shit? When Mick rolled his eyes and 
bitched about their immature antics, saying he'd already done all that shit when he was younger, did he mean, 
could he possibly mean, that he had got it on with a dude? The unknown proved to be another itch penicillin 


wouldn't cure. 


When they started playing gigs, like most young, struggling bands they had to do their own hair and make-up. 
Specifically, Nikki played these roles alongside those of primary songwriter and bassist. Mick went first; the 
other two, especially Tommy, too impatient not wreck Nikki's handiwork while waiting to go on stage. Nikki could 
remember nearly hyperventilating - not the first but perhaps the fourth time he looked down at the man's 
slitted eyes meeting his as he took Mick's narrow jaw in one hand and painted his face chalky and his lips, wine. 
Before, he'd been all nerves about upcoming shows. That night, it seemed like all of the attractive attributes - 
seen and unseen - that made Mick so hot to him came flying at him, tickled his brain and his balls till he 
pitched a tent, trying not to fantasize the newly-glossed mouth forming an O not to snarl with fake- 
bloodstained, janky teeth but to take him in and pleasure him. 


He picked up an eyeliner pencil, too conflicted to speak, and bent down to do that job, heavy-handed and steady 
but his core quaking. Same with mascara, three layers. The cheek contouring, he had to blend it over and over 
to get it right not having quite mastered the skill. Then ratting the thick but fine blue-black hair that he just 


wanted to run his fingers into and roll around in, coating it with half a can of hairspray. 

Mick glanced around anywhere but at the elephant in the room: Nikki's unruly erection stretching the front of 
his already skin-tight spandex. "Really, bass player. Learn to control that fucking thing. You can't go on stage 
like that." 


"Where's a groupie when you need one?" Nikki popped off hoarsely. 


Once again, Mick looked him straight in the eyes, standing up from the swivel chair in front of the cracked 
vanity mirror. Even with his platform heels on, Nikki had enough clearance to catch a glimpse over his 
shoulder of Mick's clothed form from the back. Gawd, that ass rounding out the shiny black! Before he could 
accidentally moan or worse, Mick gritted out, "Tell me right the fuck now what you fucking want. Bet you're 
not popping wood in anticipation of painting Vince's pretty mug pale pink" One of his disconcertingly ginger 


eyebrows rose. 


Well, shit. Seemed like Mick was on to him. And he didn't immediately throw a punch, kick him in the balls or 
whatever. So Nikki rudely blurted it out to the man who had caught his eye and then some. He had respect for 


Mick, but in the moment, even more lust. Grabbing his swollen crotch, he demanded, "Suck it" 


"You gonna return the favor?" Mick asked, more of a threat. His hands went to his belt buckle. Nikki noticed an 
expanding ridge under the black vinyl of his new costume, not exactly hidden down the guitarist's right pant leg. 


Again, Nikki nearly exploded in his own pants. Mick seemed to have that effect on him. In all those months, 
they'd never even hugged; they all knew Mick had some funky medical condition where his back killed him, off 
and on, sometimes terribly, and no one wanted to hurt him. That got pushed to the side but there was 
something else, something Nikki had stupidly not considered. "I've never.. done that." 


First time for everything, idjit. If you think I'm gonna get on my knees for free, think again," Mick snapped. 


That there was another thing that Nikki had never thought about: non-monetary payment. But who was paying 
whom, really? He wanted Mick, whatever that meant. It wasn't going to be kissing and the sort of caresses 
bitches always wanted. If it had to be the nitty gritty, giving a quick and dirty blow job to get one, then that 
was what he'd do. 


Probably thinking Nikki would refuse, Mick started to stiffly turn away, fists clenched. "Yeah, that's what | 
thought. Don't you dare start shit you can't finish; don't come on to me again, little boy." Funny because he 
was glaring upwards at someone who outweighed him by at least twenty-five pounds. 


"No, wait! I'll do it.." His own spoken consent made Nikki bolder. He wiggled his pants down to expose himself, but 
Mick informed him, "Nuh-uh. You go first. You'll run away as soon as you come." Somehow, Mick got his piece 
out, dusky pink with a reddish head, not as big as Tommy's (who was happy to show anyone) but bigger than 
Nikki's (goddammit!). The ridiculousness of the situation slapped Nikki in the brain. What if someone walked in on 
them? Vince could show up any second to get his face painted, how was Nikki supposed to face his vocalist 
with sperm on his breath? 


Time speeded up. All Nikki really remembered later was the unforgiving cement floor when his knees hit it, jaws 
pried wide open and choking on a foreign dick till he couldn't breathe and he was sure he'd have a sore throat, 
then gagging on the faste of semen He'd never even tasted his own. Nasty! Above him, the suppressed gasps 
of another man coming, the man he'd fantasized about, carved permanent impressions into his memory. It was 


all worth it when Mick, shuddering, shaky, threaded the digits of his pick hand into Nikki's teased hair, the 


thumb making a couple of passes across his lower lip, and whispered he'd done good for a beginner, scritching 
his scalp a little. 


Nikki ducked his head but was throbbing harder than ever at the small display of affection, his balls primed to 
unload. As he clambered to his feet, Mick lowered himself slowly to kneel in front of the bassist, something 
else Nikki would never forget along with those relentless blue eyes staring up at him the entire time. When 
Mick opened his mouth, the plush, perfect lower lip cradling the tip of Nikki's raging hard-on till he moved, Nikki 
had another impression: his guitarist sucked like an F4 tornado. The spit inside his mouth was so warm, and he 
slathered it over every rigid inch as Nikki struggled not to come yet. One of Mick's hands curled around the 
base of him and the other grabbed his ass cheek, the only steadying factors as there wasn't even a nearby 
wall to lean against. He pumped his hips frantically, using Mick's constricting lips to jack himself off, more or 
less. The unbelievable heat and pressure made him feel powerful, more than he ever had with a woman. 


If Nikki was lucky, he lasted maybe a minute. Even so, he blew a load that to him felt like he'd stored it up for 
a month (it had been less than a day). Unfussed, unruffled, Mick sat back on his heels. "You're gonna have to 
fix this fucking lipstick." 


"| don't mind" Cum and saliva dripped from Nikki's mouth as he struggled to get his breathing under control. 
Any other time, he'd have been annoyed at the need to reapply it. Considering that he had a smear of the 
color around the base of his dick, he wasn't really in a position to complain. In fact, he couldn't wait to get his 


hands on Mick again. "Hey, how'd you get so good at--" 


"Shut the fuck up. Told you, did this before, and | don't just mean playing guitar. Sometimes you gotta do what 
you gotta do. Remember that." That was the most Nikki had heard him say in a stretch since the day of his 
audition, and it was almost as disturbing as his abbreviated life story. Mick also stood, zipping up his pants and 
putting himself to rights. Unlike Nikki, he didn't have tear-tracks staining his face, one less thing to deal with. 


"Oh. So was that.. doing what you thought you had to do?" Nikki could have kicked his own ass at how small his 


voice came out. 


For once Mick actually grinned, though partially because Nikki's junk was still hanging out. "Nah. You seemed 


ready. | know lovesick when | see it." 


NNN w NNN 


The memories hadn't exactly deflated his erection, in the present. 


The room Nikki's eyes had become adjusted to in the last few seconds was dark but for a half moon's luster 
streaming through the windowpanes set in the far wall, still but for their breathing and an occasional dog bark 
or vehicle noise in the distance. He was curled up around Mick's narrow back. Under the covers, they 
generated so much warmth, almost enough to break a sweat with the blankets hugging them intimately. Not 
surprisingly, he became aware before totally waking that his hard-on had tucked itself between Mick's thighs 
in his sleep. Instinct. Nikki could feel the loose skin at the back of other man's ballsack against the tip. 


Lying there a few moments to reflect, he deliberated over waking Mick. The older man lay as motionless as a 
person could while still breathing. Nikki felt itchy and needy, but.. it had been a long time since they'd had full- 
on sex, much less as spontaneously as one waking the other in the wee hours with a boner and a kiss. Not like 
in earlier days when Nikki's last stop of the night was often Mick's bunk on the tour bus. If they were lucky, 
they'd fuck as greeting to the rising sun. If Mick was too tired or Nikki was too wasted, one or the other 
might just rub off against the other one or use their mouth. Now, such things were one-sided. 


Well, he would try. If nothing else, his hand still worked. Mick's did too, all too well, if not other things. He 
sighed, and, reaching around the guitarist, began the process of awakening him with light strokes on his belly. 
Still sleeping deeply, Mick reflexively brushed his hand away as if it were a crawling insect. Nikki moved up to 


his nipples, something Mick would rarely allow him in daylight, rolling one of the little nubs till it stood up in a 
tiny stiff point. 


"Mmmnnnggh.." groaned Mick, half asleep. "What're yah doirt?" He stretched his legs out straight, quivering a 
little. Nikki took the opportunity to cop a feel further down. Nothing. Well, not nothing. Just nothing that was 
any degree of hard. Mick's whole body tensed. 


"Woke up horny,” Nikki replied. He bumped his hips forward. Their bodies were pressed tight together now, 
molded skin to skin like litter mates. 


Mick harrumphed. "And you're lookin’ to get off, huh?" 


"Yeah." Nikki replied almost guiltily. It been months since Mick had been able to get an erection He was too 
stubborn and prideful to see anyone about it, or perhaps embarrassed. Put in that position, Nikki would 
probably have felt the same way. His dick didn't really care at the moment; it wanted friction and slippery 
heat. He was a little resentful, in fact, that he couldn't just flip Mick ass-up in an instant and bone him hard 


and fast into a mutual orgasm, like they had many times post-rehearsal or post-gig or whenever. 


On the other hand, Nikki had been hand-taught several skills through Mick's exacting methodology. Having 
previously been half-convinced Mick might be asexual - nothing wrong with that, just weird inside the Crüe 
camp - it was a real eye-opener, though Nikki was warned not to run his mouth about it under pain of death 
or worse, getting cut off. His bandmate had liked to school him slow, making him wait to bust a nut till he was 
screaming or otherwise ready to pass out, never letting him touch himself. Easier to deal with Mick's various 
aches and pains that way, but also to teach the young hottie that he could come from having his balls rolled 
or sucked, his rim getting a literal tongue-lashing, his prostate delicately teased, his ears licked and breathed 
into, and so forth. Some of that could have been just Nikki being young and horny as fuck, but some it it, that 
was technique that didn't go out of style. He had learned perforce that there was a lot more to sex than just 
humping. 


Mick said nothing, which Nikki took as ‘not a refusal’ He kissed the back of the the other man's neck, nuzzling 
the soft baby hairs behind his ear at the hairline. Soon Mick rolled over with some effort and they spent 


some time just exploring each other's bodies. Presently, Mick's touches were different - tentative, almost. Nikki 


liked it in a way, for it was a tease-and-tantalize game, similar to his dream. Long, skilled fingers ghosted over 


his torso, tickling hairs sternum to groin and stoking swatches of tattooed skin 


He missed the ‘old’, prior Mick's rough ways sometimes, though. They'd always been the kind of pair who'd 
crash into each other, bite each other, experiment with things like handcuffs and paddles. They could do it 
Mick's way, or they could do it Nikki's way and rut like animals till they were dehydrated and sore. Since a 
sudden uptick in the progression of his ankylosing spondylosis and despite the hip replacement surgery about a 
year before, Mick had had to tone everything down, and so, perforce, had Nikki. Neither of them wanted to risk 


a broken bone over it. 


He'd been prescribed anti-inflammatory steroids, various herbal supplements, and something for the worst of 
the pain. They'd had to change the cocktail several times, till Mick's system balanced out nausea and irritability 
against pain relief. Certain aspects were unlikely to be normal ever again, though. He had had to make the 
choice between his sexual prowess or his medications. For a while, he'd lived with worsening symptoms, but he 


had to work while he still could 


Tonight was becoming somewhat typical. Mick was interested, he was responsive with his hands, he kissed and 
moaned and met Nikki's grinds against his pelvis, but he didn't get hard. He still wanted to be touched, though 
the irony was as thick in the air as their aroused pheromones. Nikki palmed the soft organ, rubbing his thumb 
against the bulb of the head. "Shit." hissed Mick. "I. | wish.. | wish it were." 


"Ssssh.." Nikki hushed him. It wouldn't do for the other man to get hung up on things he couldn't help. However 
it affected his ego, it had never stopped Mick from being the sexiest, most magnetic man he knew, and he 
wasn't the only one who thought so. The strangest thing of all about it was that while Mick couldn't achieve an 
erection, he could orgasm - including ejaculate - if Nikki fucked him, touched him, played with his junk and 
stimulated his prostate long enough. When he finally said, "Alright, bass player.. you can do me, as long as you 
get me off," it was understood this would happen. 


Immediately Nikki turned over to fumble in the bedside table for a bottle of lube. Just being given permission 
to proceed was a relief already. Flicking open the cap, he spread the slick gel over his first two fingers. 
Belatedly, he assisted Mick in getting a leg up over his hip. Locking eyes in the dark and taking the other man's 
lips in a crushing kiss, he slid tongue and finger forward past two sets of muscles. Those enormous blue eyes 
snapping wide and the snug grip around his finger sent shivers skipping along his nerves to the pit of his 
abdomen One digit at a time, Nikki widened the clenched socket till there were three fingers inside and room to 
spare. He took every opportunity to press against Mick's sweet spot. Deep moans arose from both of them, 
swallowed up in the midst of their desperate licking and nipping. His cock surged, looking for a hand to keep it 
happy for now. This, Mick was more than familiar with, he gripped the shaft, moving the remnant of foreskin 
up and back and spreading glistening pre-cum over the purple dome. Shreds of the dream and all his past 
memories of his lover streamed through Nikki's head, maybe he couldn't have it fast and hard but he needed 
it NOW. 


Mick could see it coming but he still made Nikki ask. "Get on your hands and knees, baby..Please, baby, need 


you." Not exactly a question, but close enough. Mick grunted his agreement and moved into position. 


That first thrust of penetration was the same thrill it always was, as were Mick's huffs of pleasure-pain. Nikki 
placed the flats of his hands over tiny but round cheeks, petting lightly to distract the bottom man till he had 
adjusted. Inside, Mick's muscles rippled all around his needy dick; the muscles up and down his back did a 
similar, much more visible dance. In a minute, there was a little jerk of the dark head to indicate his readiness. 
Once again Nikki was remembering, debating, where he should be just fucking and loving - he knew this. While 
the position was easier on them both, physically, he missed face-to-face: breathing each other's air, seeing 


every curl of Mick's upper lip and his eyes roll back in orgasm. 


Irrational anger boiled inside Nikki, kept at bay solely by his will He could remember the flesh held in his hand 
upright and magnificent. Mick produced a massive load whether he topped or bottomed, even now. Another 
thing he wouldn't get to see. At the beginning, it was only a matter of one or both of them ready to go. Now 
Nikki wondered if he would he ever get fucked into oblivion again, himself. Why did he have to be born a 


switch? "Dammit," he muttered under his breath. 


"Sorry," was Mick's automatic response. His head dropped, and from his angle Nikki could see that his eyes 


were closed. 


He had to wait a couple breaths to make sure he didn't say anything stupid. It was fortuitous that right then 
his body decided enough waiting was enough... his butt cheeks flexed, his spine curved, his heat-embedded cock 
demanded momentum. Mick's prostate got firmly pushed against the crazily pulsing vein as Nikki hitched into 
long, languid thrusts. He'd need to keep that up for a good while. The other man's voice began to raise in pitch. 
Growls became little whines. 


"My fucking god, Mick!" Nikki's verbal dam broke. "Don't be sorry.. never.|'ll always want you, always love you. 
We'll get through it." Their bodies slapped together; he used as much force as he dared. This was more like it. 
Like a military cadence, Nikki found and kept a rhythm he heard in his head, spine arching and lower body 
pushing, then receding, over and over. When Mick's moans turned to squeaks, Nikki leaned over him, widening 
his knees on the bed and Mick's, too, around them. Reaching around revealed Mick in a state he called "fluffy," 
not totally limp but less than half hard. Instead, Nikki moved his hand to cup his balls, which had tightened a 
bit, and rolled the twin glands. 


"Nik. close." The bitten off syllables spoke of urgency. Nikki carefully took the other man's cock back into his 
loosely held fist. "Harder!" Mick demanded. He would pay for it the next day, but it would take more effort this 
very last stretch. Expending his strength, Nikki gritted his teeth and stroked the soft piece of flesh gently 
while rocking steadily at ‘that angle he knew would bring Mick off. Sweat poured down his face and body and he 
was nearly there himself when internal spasms signaled the start of Mick's climax. Seed ran onto his fingers, 
sticky but thin. When Mick shuddered and relaxed, Nikki grabbed his hips and slammed into him maybe three or 
his lover's name always intensified his peak into the stratosphere. For those bursts of precious fluid and the 
rush of endorphins, he was in heaven. 


They flopped down on their sides, still joined, Mick with a pained grunt. "Sorry, man. Love you, Mick," Nikki said 
again He licked the salt from the back of Mick's shoulders as apology for the abrupt movement. 


"No you don't," Mick retorted, but it was playful. "How could you love a limp-dick like me?" 


"Cuz you're the sexiest limp-dick | know," Nikki informed him. He was feeling a little better now. Afterglow was 


a wonderful thing. 


Ducking his head, Mick mumbled, "What'm | gonna do ‘bout that?" Nikki remained silent. It was usually best to 
let him work out sensitive issues on his own, unless he really got off track. "You think | should see a doctor? 


Can't really go off the pills or | won't be able to move at all," he sighed. "Goddammit. My cock died on me." 
"No, it's not dead.. It's just got issues," Nikki put in, and promptly shut up again. 

Mick continued "The thought of not being able to give it to you again.. ever.. is not appealing. You don't know 
how many times | fuckin wanted your ass, and just.. nothing. | never imagined not being able to, not till I'm 
ninety or something." 

Nikki nodded and hummed to convey his understanding. 


"Will you.. go with me, if | make an appointment?" 


At this, the bassist snorted indelicately, close enough to Mick's ear to give him gooseflesh. "I'll probably drag 
you there!" 


"What if they can't fix it?" wondered Mick. He was glad to be not looking at Nikki when he asked that question. 


Before he had even finished the sentence, Nikki replied, "| have hope. And if not.. we'll learn methods, we'll try 


new things, whatever. They have meds, devices, implants." Both of them cringed over that. 
"You won't leave me?" asked Mick, so plaintive it nearly ripped Nikki in half to hear it. 


"Over this? Hell, no! How superficial do you think | am?" Nikki was nearly indignant. He didn't want to admit it 
even to himself, but his attitude now was a direct result of his internal complaining earlier. He'd been thinking 
with his balls, that must be it. Deep down, he wondered if he really would be able to handle it, if this were 
permanent. But he couldn't let Mick get wind of that or it would sabotage his ‘recovery: 


With a huge yawn, Mick settled himself for sleep, and Nikki threw an arm around him. "Sleep well, Mick" He 
really hoped the old adage that things would look better in the morning was true, and that the next morning 
would prove more inspirational than most. 


Who was he kidding? Nikki lay awake and made plans. In the morning, not far off by the chirping of birds 


prefacing the dawn, he would contact a discreet celebrity dating service. There had to be fresh young women 


- but not too young, not these days - who would tolerate, even prefer, an unconsummated relationship in 
exchange for financial security and social status. Mick was more than capable with his fingers and tongue if 
she needed release; Nikki had born witness. According to Tommy, who had introduced him to the idea not long 
ago, they thoroughly vetted these daughters of diplomats, corporate big-wigs, and politicians, and even some 
who were semi-famous in their own right. One of the criteria was that they had to know how to behave 
around film stars, rockstars, and the like. It would boost Mick's self-confidence to have a fine new piece of 


arm-candy, Nikki was sure. Who knew, maybe love - or even sex - would happen. 


Fin. 


